
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



SI6 



Original Poetry. 



fOct. 



priest declared that he would pot ac> 
cept of any compensation of this 
sort ; adding. " Ail 1 ask of you in 
return for any service i mav have 
rendered you is, that if at any future 
period you happen to meet a coon- 
trymaii of mine in need of assist- 
ance, you would do to him as I have 
done to you." This ali'ords one a- 
mong many proofs that the truly 
Christian spirit is not contiiied to 
any profession of religion. (Traveii 
in North dnteiica in 1801-5 and 6, 
by Robert Sutdiff.) 

ANECDOTE FOR ANTIQUARIANS. 

As Dr. Stukely, and some other 
coriosos, were on an antiquarian 
tour in Hertfordshire, they came to 
a place called Cesar's slile, situated 
on the brow of an eminence. No 



sooner was the place named, than 
the Doctor slopped all of a sudden, 
and dfter an attentive survey of ilie 
neighbouring ground, prunouiiced 
it to be directly ttie sciie of a forii- 
fied pass, which Caesar had left be- 
hind ill his march flora Coveystake* 
to Verulam. Some of the co'ai()any 
deinurriiiii; against this opinion, a 
debate arose, and an aged man, a 
labourer, cothiog up, the Doctor 
?skcd him, with grtai conli.lc'iicf, 
i" whether that was not csdled Csesar's 
stile?" Aye, master," said tiie old 
man, " that it is, I have good rea- 
son to know it,' for many a ilay did 
I work upon it for old" Bob Csesar, 
rest his soul ; he lived in yonder 
farm; and a sad road it was before 
))e made this stile !'' 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



A HTMK, WRITTEN AMONG THE 
ALPS ; BY HELEN MARIA WIL- 
LIAMS.* 

Creation's God ! with thought elate 

Thy hand divine I see 
Impresti'd on scene* vrhere all is great. 

Where all is full of Tbce ! 

Where stern the Alpine mnnntaios caise 
Their heads of jnawive snow. 

Whence on the rolling storm I gaze 
That hangs bovr far below ! 

Where oo some bold stiipendous height 

The eagle sit . alone, 
Or soai ing wings his sullen flight 

To haunts yet more his own j 



* Owing to the politeness of a very 
worthy gentleman, the readers of the 
Magazine are presented with a hymn by 
Helen Maria Williams, which she sent to 
him while she was in Switzerland. Not 
having her works, we cannot ascertain 
whether the bymn ha* already appeared 
in -'i»«. 



Where the sharp rock the chamois treads 

Or slippery summit scales, 
Or where the whitening snow-bird spreads 

Her plumes to icy gales ; 

Where the rude cliff's steep column glow» 

With morning's tint of blue, 
Or evening on the glacier throws 

The rose's blushing hne j 

Or where by twilight's softer light. 

The mountain shadow bends, 
And sudden casts a partial night 

As black its form descends ; 

Wh-ire the full ray of noon alone, 

Down the deep valley falls 5 
Or, where the sun-beam never shone, 

Eeiweeo its rifted walls ; 

Where cloudlets regions calm the soul, 

Bid mortal cares be still, 
Can passion's wayward wish controul 

And rectify the will ; 

Where midst some vast expanse, the ffliad 

Which swelling virtue fires, 
Forgets that earth it leaves behind, 

And to its bearea aspires j 
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Wiiere far alon^ the deiart sphere 

Resounds no creature's call, 
And undUturbing mortal ear 

The avalanches fall ; 

Where rushing from their snowy source 

The daring torrents urge 
Their loud-ton'd waters headlong timne. 

And lift their feather'd surge ; 

Where swift the lines of light -and shade 

Flit o'er the lucid lake. 
Or the shrill winds its breast invade. 

And its green billows wate ; 

Where on the slope wfth speckled Ajt 

The pigmy bird^ I scan. 
Or sooth'd, the scatter'd chalets spy, 

Thf last abodes of man ; 

Or where the flocks refuse to pass. 

And the lone peasant mows, 
Fix'd on his knees, the pendent grass 

Which down the steep he throws ; 

Or where the dangerous pathway leads 

High o'er the gulph profound. 
From whence the shrinking eye recedes. 
Nor finds repose aronnd ; 

Where red the mountain-aah reclines 

Along the clefted rock. 
Where firm the dark unbending pines 

The howling tempest mock ; 

Where level with the Ice-ribbed bound, 

The yellow harvests glow. 
Or vales with purple vines are crown'd 

Beneath impending snow; 

Where the rich minerals catch the ray, 

With varying lustre bright. 
And glittering fragments strew the way 

With sparks of liquid light ; 

Or where the moss forbears to creep 

Where loftier summits rear 
Their untrsd snows, and frozen steep 

Locks all th* uncolour'd year ; 

In every sceue, where every hour 

Sheds some terrific grace, 
III nature's vast o'erwhelming power, 

Thee, Thee, my God, I trace I 

So let me in the moral scene 
Thy band directing see, 



And midst its darkest tempests lean 
With confidence on Thee ! 

'Midst earth's vain joys, or passing woes, 

Alike in good or ill, 
Be the first bliss my bosom knows 

Submission to Tby ^itl ! 



Tt the FnfrKton tf tki Bttfatt Afartzuti, 

Gentlemeo, 
Should' the following lines have any 
claim to insertion, by publishing them, 
you will confer a lasting obligation upon 
a friend and correspondent, who remains 
Your most obedient servaat, 

J.M. 
Bd/ut, Seft.29lh, 1814. 

ME the fierce war-horse bounding o^er 

the plain. 
Foaming with rage, the field of. Mars to 

gain ; 
The clang of arms at distance far is heard. 
But nought can e'er impress his heart witb 

dread, 
(ntpetuous now, he huriies through the 

plain. 
Trampling with pride on heaps of fallen 

slain. 
Till stopt at last by death's terrific blow. 
Among the prostrate he himself lies low. 
With agonizing pang his heart now bleeds. 
And now it is his utmost strength he 

needs ; 
But now it's vain, to death he must give 

way, 
For he has clos'd the warfare of a day ; 
Now has befallen never again to rise. 
And death's long sleep for ever seals h!i 

eyes ; 
So 'tis with man, by many passions driv'n. 
Not to bestopp'd, though by t.'ie voice of 

heav'n, . 
He headlong flies to folly's fatal crime. 
Nor thinks^of ruin'd healtli, nor mispeiit 

time, 
Until, in misery's gulph eiitomb'd hi» 

lies. 
By all forgutten, be unpitied dies. 



